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, OF | 
A Diſcontented Mmde. 


þ-Rom ſilent night, true Regiſter of mones, 
From ſaddeſt ſoule,conſumr'd with deepelt ſtnnes, 
From heart quite rent, with ſ1ghes and heauy grones, 
My wailing Muſc her wofull worke beginnes : 
Andto # orld brings tunes of ſad diſpaire, 


Sounding noughtelſe but ſorrow, gricfe,and care. 


Sorrovy,to ſee my ſorrowes cauſe augmented, 
And yer leſſe ſorrowtull,were my ſorrowes more; 
Griefe;cha my griefe, with griefe is not preuenced, 
For griefe it is muſt caſe my grieued (ore. 
T hus griefe and ſorrow care's but how togricue, 
For gricte and ſorrow muſt my cares relicuc. , hy 
2 e 


The wound freſh bleeding muſt be ſtancht with teares, 
Teaies cannot come, yvnleſſe lome griete proceed, 
Griefes come bur 1 which doth encreaſe my feares, 
Feares,lealt for want of helpel ſtill ſhould bleed. 

Do wharl can to lengrhen my liues breath, 

If reares be wanting, [ſhall bleed to death, 


Thou deepeſt ſcarcher of each ſecret thou 
Infuſcin me thy all-affecting grace, th 
Soſhall my workes to effects be broughr, 
While pony hy y l1nnes a fpace : 
Whoſe ſtaining filth ſo ſported hath my ſoule, _ 
As nought will waſte, Go teares of inward dole: 


O that thelearned Poers of this time, 

(Wha in a loue-ſickeline ſo well endite) 

Would not conſumegood witin hateful Rime, 

But would with care ſome berrer ſubiect vvrice: 

For if their muſickepleaſcincarrhly things, 

Well would ic ſound if traind with heau'nly —_—_ 


Diſcontented Minde. 


But woe it is to ſ: e fond worldlings vie, 
| Who moſtdelight in things thatvaineſt be, 
And vwithour feare worke Vertues foule abuſe, 
Scorning ſoules reſt,and all true pienie : 

As if they made account neuer to part 


From this fraile life,the pilgrimage of ſmart. 


Such is the nature of our fooliſh kinde, 
When practiz'd finne hath dreply raken roote, 
The way to penancedue is hard to finde, 
Repenrance held a thing of litle boote. 


For congrite teares,ſoules healch,and Angels ioy, 
Moſt men accounta mcere phantaſtike roy, 


, 


Ill working Vſe,denourer of all grace, 


The fretting moath that waſteth (oules chiefe bliſſe, > - E 
Thellic doſe thiefe that lurkes in euery place, i 
Filching by peece-meale,till the whole behin : 

How many are decciued by thy baite, - £ 


Taccounc their ſinnes as trifles of no waight?” - 
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Ocurſed cuſtome,cauſing miſchicfe ſtill, 
Toolong thy craft _ =—_ hath mille. led: 
Too longhauel bin flaue vnto thy will: 
Toolong my ſoule on bitter ſweers hath fed: 
” Now ſurtetting with thy hell poiſoned cates, 
- In deepe repent, her former folly hates. 


And humbly comes with ſorrow-rented hart, 
With blubdied cies, & hands vpreard to heauen; 
To play apoore lamenting Mavwvdlines part, 
Thin would vweepe ſtreames of bloud to be forgiuen: 
But (oh) I fearemineciesaredtain'd [o drie, 
Tharthough I would,yert now I cannot crie. 


cic therefore can Tpare ateare, 
rofl che wel-ſprings that muſt wer my checks, 
O lerthateyeto this {ad feaſt drawv neare : 
Refuſe me not,my humble ſoule beſecks : 
For all the teares mine eyes haue euer wept, 
Were now roo like had they all bin kept. 


Iſce 


Diſcontented Mnde. 


I ſce my ſinnes arraign'd before my face, 
I ſce their number paſſethe moathes in ſunne, 
I ſcethar my continuancein this place 
Cannot be long,and all that I haue done 
I ſcethe Tudge vefore my face hath laid, 
At whoſe ſterne lookes all creatures are afraid. 


\ 


Ifhe be iuſt,my ſoule condemned is, 
 Andiuſthe is,vvhatthen may be expected, 
But baniſhment from eue1laſtin Hliſe ? 
To liue like curſed Caine, baſe, vile,abieted: © 
He in his rage his brothers bloud did ſpill, 
I more vakind, mincovvneſoules life do kill, 


O could mine eyes ſend trickling teares amaine, 

Neuer to ceale till my erernall night, 

Till this eye-floud his mercie might obraine, 

Whom my defaults haue baniſht from his ſight: - 
Then could | bleſſe my happy time of crying, 
Butah too ſoone my ban ſprings aredrying, 
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Thriſc happie ſinner was that bleſſed Saint, 
Who though he fell wich puffe of womans blaſt, 
] Wen forth and wept with many a birrer plaint, 
And by his teares obtained grace arlaſt; _ 
' VVretched |, haue falne of mine accord, 
Ten thouſand times againſt the liuing Lord, 


| A Yet cannot ſtraine one true tant teare, 
Togainethe bliſſe trom which my ſoule is baniſht: 
 Myflindic heart ſome forrowing doth forbeare, 
. And from my ſenceall true remorce 15 vaniſhe: 
 Forheattandſcnceare cloyd with dregs of ſinne, 
And theres no place for grace to enter in. 


Noplace (deare Logd) vnleſſe thy goodnefſe pleaſe 
To pittichim that yyorſtdeſcrues of any, 
And inthyxender merciegrant himcale, 
As thoy tofore haſt mercieſhew'd to many: 
Yer yoneof theſe docquall mein ſinne, 
Oh how may hope merciethen to winne? 


The 
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Diſcontented Minde. 


Thetraitor Judas heire borne to perdition, 
VVhoforatrifledid his Lord betray, 
In equall doomedeſerueth moreremiſsion, 
Then my defaults can challenge any way : 
He ſold him once,that once for gaine was done, 
I oftentimes, yer lefſe then nothing wonne, 


The bloudie minded levves in furie mad, 

Vntill on Chriſt their cruell rage was fed, 

In their fell anger more compaſſion had 

Then L,for whom his harmleſſe bloud was ſhed: 
Their helliſh ſpite within aday was palt, 
My ſinfull fit doth all my lifetimelaſt. = 


Foreu'ry ſtripe that hefrom them did rake, 

A thouland deadly ſinnes haue Icommirted. 

And eu'ry wound as deepe a wound did make, 

As did the cords wherwith my Chriſt was whipped: 
Oh hatefull caitiffe,parricide moſz vile, 


Thus (with my ſinne) his pure bloud ro defile. 
B 


O 
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| Olinnefirſt parent of mans euer woe, 
Thediſtancelarge thar ſeuers hell and heauen, 
Sences conf .ſoules chiefe ouerthrow, 


Grafted by men,not by the giuen: 
. Conſuming au a TE chicfe treaſure, 
Onely rogainealidenifling pleaſure, 


% 


ie were man if finne had neuer bin, - 
Thriſc happic now,it ſinne he would forlake, 
Bur happier farre,if for his wicked ſinne 
He would r,and hartic ſorrow make: 
Lemingikiodroil and flcſhly deleQtarion, - 
Togaineia heau'n alaſting habication, - . , 


There is the place wherein all ſorrows die, 
Where ioy exceeds all ioyes that cuer were; 
Where Angels makeconrinuall harmony, 

-  Themindelerfree from care;diſtruſt,or teare: 
There all recciueall ioyfull contentation, 
Happicd by thatmoſt heawaly contemplation. 


Now 


F* 


D\/contented Monde, 


Now ſee (alas) the change we makefor ſinne, 
In ſtead of heawn, hell is become our lor, 
For bleſſed Saints,damned fiends we cuer win, 
For reſt and freedome,laſting bondagegot: 
For ioy,content.cternall loue and peace, 


Griefe,di(paire,hate,jarres that neuer ccalc, 


The worme of conſcience ſtill artendeth on vs, 
Telling each houre,cach inſtant we ſhall die, 
And thar our {innes cannot be parted from vs, 
Burt where we are,thither they likewiſe flic : 
Still vrging this,thardeath we haue deſerued,. 
A nd fled from him we ſhould have (crued. 


What greater ſinnecan touch a humane hart? 

What helliſh furie can be worſe tormented? 

Whar ſinner liues thar feelerh not a part 

Of this ſharpe plague, vnleſſe he haue repented? 
And _ #3 ara ſurely is bur vaine, 
Without |purpoſe,not tro 8 _ againe. 


And 
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And is itnotthen plainefollies error, 
To couet that thar brings with it contempr, 
And makes vs livein feare,diſtruſt,and terror, 


Haring atlaſt thething we did atrempr? 


Forneuer ſinnedid yet ſo pleaſing caſte, 


' Burluſcful fleſh did loath itwhent'was paſt. 


my wofull ſoule which well can tell, 
In higheſt cop of ſinne's molt freſh delight, 
Although my frajlae ſuffred me to dwell, 
Yet veing paſt, loath'd it with deſpight. 
Bur like the ſwine, [fed mine owne delire;, 
[That being cleane, ſtill couereth the mire. 
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So 


1eis mans beaſcly appetite, 
Tofollow after dunghill pleaſures ſtill, 

And feed on carrion likethe raucning kite, 
Not caring what his hungry mavy dooth hill: 
But worketheuermore his wills effec, 

VVithout reſtraint,controlement,or reſpect. 


O, 


Oi/contented Minde. 


* O, why ſhould man,thatbeares the ſtamp of heauen, 
So much abaſe heauens holy will and pleaſure? 
O,why was ſence and reaſon to him giuen, 
Tharin his ſinnecannotcontainea meaſure ? 
He knowe&he muſt account for cuery ſinne, 
And yet commirceth ſins thatcountleſſe bin, 


This to pervſe (deare God) doth kill [my ſoule, 
Buttharthy merciequickneth it 

O, heare me,Lord in bircerneſſe fol dole, 

That ofmy ſinnes do Es plaine, 


And _ feert,vvi May,knocke for grace, 
Though wanting Maries tears to wet my face. 


She,happy ſinner,ſaw her life miſſe-led, 
Arſight whereof, her inward heart did bleed, 
Towitnes with her ,outward reares were ſhed. 
O bleſſed Saint, and 6 moſt bleſſed deed : 
| Bur wretched [,that ſee moreſinnes than ſhe, 
Nor grieuewithin,nur yet iveepeoutwardly, 
Dd 3 
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When ſhe had loſt thy preſence but one day, 
The want was ſuch, her heartcovld not (uſtaine, 


| Burto thy tombe aloneſhetooke her way, 


And there with ſighes and teares ſhe did complaine : 
Nor from her {enſe, once moou'd offtirrd was ſhee, 
Vncill againe ſhe got aſight of thee. | 


But I haue loſt thy preſence all my daies, 
And ſtll am ſlacke to ſee thee as | ſhould, 
My wretched ſoule in wicked ſinne ſo ſtaies, 


x I am vnmeetto ſee thee, though | would: 


Yer,ifI could with tcares thy comming tend, 
I know [ſhould (as ſhe) finde thee my frend. 


Teares are the key that ope the way to bliſle, 
Theholy —— CE quicke fire, 
attonement truetvynxr God and our amiſle , 
The An;els drinke,the bleſlcd Saints defire : 
 Theioy of Chriſtthe balme of grieued hart, 
The ſpring of life,che caſe of cu'ry ſmart. 


The 


Difcontented Mimde. 


The ſecond King of I/ael by ſucceſſion, 

When with /7:abs vvife he had offended, 

In bitter teares bewaild his great tranſgreſſ1on, 

And by his teares found grace,and ſorepentcd: 
He,night and day in weeping did remaine; 
I, nightnor day to ſhead one teare take paine, 


And yet my ſinnes,in greatneſſe,and in number, 
Farre his exceed; how comes it then to paſſe, 
That my repentance ſhould ſo farre be vnder; 

And graces force,deare Gogljs as it was: - 
Truthis,thatl, alchough [ haue more need, 
Do nor,as he,ſo truly weepe indeed, 


O wherefore is my ſtcely heart ſo hard ? 
Why am I made of mercall varclenting ? 
Why is all ghoſtly comfort from me bard? 
Or,to whatend dol deferre repenting ? 
Can luſtfull fleſh or flattering world perſwade me, 


That I can ſcape N/m” 
0, + 
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| NonoghefecerSearcherof all hearts, 
| Boch ſees, & knovves cach deed that I haue done, 
And foreach deed wil pay mehomewith ſmart, 
» _ can ſerue,his will decreed ro ſhunne, 
ould deceiue my ſelfe;to thinke that he 
Fo inne would puniſh others, and not me. 


| _ Ourfirſt bane fre firſtbeceder of mans thrall, 
Y |  Forone bare ſignewas of perfection reft, 
' * Andall mankinde werebaaniſhe by his fall 
'  FromParadiſc,and ynto ſorrow left: - 
- If he for one,and all for him feele paine, 
- Then,forſo many,whar ſhould | ſuſtaine? = 


. The Angels Ele on God inglorie, 
Were thruſt from heau'n,and only for one ſinne, 
| Thatbutin t(for ſo records the Storie) 
For which they ſti inlaſting darkneſſe bin: 
Ifthoſe,once glorious,thus tormented be, 


I (baſcſt ſlaue) what will become of me? 
What 
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Diſcontented Minde, 


What will become of me, that notin thought, 

In thought alone, bur in each word and deed, 

A thou End thouſand deadly ſinnes haue wrought, 

And (till do worke,whereat my heart doth bleed : 
For cuen now,in this my ſad complaining, 


With new made ſins,my fleſh my ſoule is ſtaining, 


O that1 were remou'd to ſome cloſe cave, 

VVhere all aloneretired from delight, 

I might my ſighes and teares vntroubled haue, 

And neuer come in wretched worldlings ſight; 
Whoſe ill bewvitching company ſtill brings 
Deepeprouocation, whence great danger ſprings. 


Ill company,the cauſe of many woes, 
The me baite,that hideth poyſoned hooke, | 
The rocke vnlcen,that ſhipwrackt ſoules o'rechrowes, 
The weeping crocodile,that kills with looke, 

The readieſt ſteppe,to ruine and decay, 


Graces confounder,and helles neareſt way. 
C How 


| 
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How many ſoules do periſh by thy guile? 
How many men withour all feare frequent 
\ rhy deadly haunts, where they in plealure ſmile, | 
Taktng no care ſuch dangers to preuent? 

Burliuelike Belials,vnbridcled or vntamed, 

Nox looking they ſhall for their faults be blamed, 


Alas,alas,too wretched do weliue, 
That careleſly thus worke our ovvne confuſion, 
Andto our wills ſuch libertiedo giue; 
h Ay me,it is the diuels meereilluſion, 
To flatter vs with ſuch ſenſe-pleaſing traines, 
Thar he thereby may take vs in his chaines. 


« 


This well foreſaw good men of auntient time, 
Which made them ſhunnerh'occaſions of foule ſinne, | 
Knowing it was thenurle of cuery crime, 

And Syren-like would traine fond worldlings in: 
Alluring them with ſhewe of muſickes ſound, 


Vnrill on ſinnes deepe ſhelfe their ſoules be _—_ x 
t 


Diſcontented Minde. 


But heis held no ſotiable man 
In this corrupted age,thatſhall refuſe 
To keepe the curſed company now and than, 
Nay bur a foole, vnleti{c he ſeemeto chuſe 
Their fellowſhip,and giuethem higheſt place 
That vildeſt liue,and eſt off from grace, 


But better tis, belieue me,in my triall, 

To ſhun ſuch hel-hounds, factors of the diuell, 

And giuethem leaue to grudge at your deniall, 

Then to partake with ſuch in ſinne andeuill: 
For if that God(in iuſtice)then ſhould ſlay vs, 
From hell & horror,wvho(alas could ſtay vs? 


Good God,;the Tuſt (as he himſelfe hath ſpoken) 
Should ſcarce be ſaued,$ terror vnremoucable, 
Whar then ſhould they thatneuer had a token, 
Orfſigne of grace (ſoules comfort moſt behoucable) 
Bur graceleſſeliu'd,and all good deeds did hate, 


What hope of them thar live in ſuch a ſtare? 
Cl 
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O who will giue me tcares, ths I may waile 
Both nights and daie«,the Gin l haue paſt, 
My [Som ſoule,rtis much for thy <= 2 
That thou art gotten from theſe ſtraits ar laſt: 
O ioy,butin thy ioy mixe teares withall, 
That thou haſt ctimeto ſay,Lord heare me call. 


- 


I might as others (Lord) haue periſhed, 
Amid my finnes and damnabledelights, 
Butthou(good God)with care my ule haſt cheriſhed, 
And brought ithome,to taſte on heauenly lights : 
Ay me,what thankes,whar ſeruice canl render 
Tothee;that of my ſafertic art ſo tender? 


Nov do Icurſe the timeT euer went 
In ſinnes blackepath,that leadeth tro damnation: 
Now do Thatethe houres I haue miſſe-ſpenc 
In ydlevice,neglefting ſoules ſaluarion, 
And to redeeme the time Thaue miſſe-worne, 
Iwiſh this houre,] were againe nevy borne. 


Bute 


Diſcantented Minde. 


But vaine it is,as ſaith the wiſeſt man, , 
Tocall againe the day that onceis pal, | 
O let me ce what beſtis formethan, "F [4 
To gainethy fauour whulſt my life doth laſt, | 
Thatinthe next [may but worthy be, 
Eu'n in the meaneſt place to waite on thee. 


Iwill,as did the prodigall ſonne ſometime, 

Vpon my knees with heartietrue contrition, 

And weeping eyes,confeſſe my former crime, | 

And humbly begge vpon my loweſubmiſſhon, + + 
Thatrhou wilt not of former faults dere&t me, . 
Burt like a louing father novv reſpe&t me. 


Or,as the wife that hath her husband wronged, 
So will Icome with feare and bluſhing checke: 
giving others wharto thee belonged, 


For - 
And (ay,my King,my Lord,and Spouſe moſt mecke, - 


I hauedehl'd the bed that thou didſt owve; + 


Forgiue methis,ir ſhall no more be ſo, 
C 3 Yet 
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Yet, for the world can wirnes mine abuſe, | 
Lehidemy face from facethar witcht mine cie*; 
3 Thele eſſe eyes that had my bodies vie, 
| Till ir Þ:withred wich my very cries: 
Thar when my wrinckles ſhall my ſorrowves tell, 
The vorld may ſay,Tioy'd nor, though l fell. 


| | Eu'nthus will Lin ſorrowing ſpend my breath, 
| | And ſpotmy face with Ge Sin _ 
Till aged wvrinckles meſſengers of death 
Hauepurchaſde mercie,and remou'd my feares: 
And thenthe world within my lookes ſhall read, 
The pitcous wracke vnbrideled finne hath bred, 


_ — a> — Dir od every Rot > 99 > 


And that which vas a pleaſure to behold, 

Shalbe ro mean cuer-griping paine, 

All my miſdeeds ſhall one and one betold, 

Tharl may ſcewhattyrants haue me ſlaine : 
And when I haue thus muſtred them apart, 

. Ewvilldilplay on cach a bleeding harr. 


And 


Diſcontented Minde. 


And leaſt my teares ſhould faile me atmoſt need, 

Before the {ace of faith Ile fix my Sauijours paſſion, 

And ſec how his moſt prerious {ide did bleed, + 

And note his death ind rorments in ſuch faſhion, 
As neuer man thelikedid vndertake; ” 
For freely he hath doneit for my ſake. 


If this his kndneſſe and his mercieſhowae, 

Cannot prouoke mevnto tender crying, 

Then will I backe againeturneto mine ovwne, 

Mine owne {1nne,caule of this his cruell dying: 
And if for them no teares mine eyes can find, 


Sigh: ſhal cauſercars,tears make my peorecies blind, 


No farre fetche ſtory haue I now brought home, 
Nor taught to ſpeake more languagethen his mothers, 
Nolong done Poem,jis from darkneſſecome 
TO Aght againe,it'Sill ro ferch from others : 
eſong [ ſing,is made of heart-bred ſorrow, 


Which penſiue Mule fro pining (oule doth —_ 


| L 
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| : I ſingnot Lof vwyanton loue-ſickelaies, 

| Of tickling toyes,to feed fancaſticke cares, 

| My Muſe reſpects no flarrring ratling praile; 

| A guiltie conſcience this {ad paſſion beares: 

| . My ſinne-ficke ſoulewvith ſorrovy woe begone, 
|  Lamentng thus a wrezched deed mil-done, al 
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